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was very happy; he grew fat upon the good prison
food.
Only once was the monotony of the days broken
for him. He was watching a group of prisoners,
in their blue and white striped prison clothes; they
all looked almost exactly alike. They were quite
near the gate of his cell, filling the bathing-trough
with water. Suddenly in one of them he recognized
Babun. He jumped up and ran to the bars of the
gate, crying out:
"Ohe! Babunf Babun!"
Babun looked round. There was no surprise or
interest in his face, when he saw that it was Silindu.
A great change had come over him in the short time
during which he had been in prison. His skin, a
sickly yellow colour, seemed to have shrunk with
the flesh and muscle, which had wasted; he was bent
and stooping; his eyes were sunken; a look of dull-
ness and hopelessness was in his face. He looked
at Silindu frowning. Silindu danced about with
excitement behind the bars.
"You know me, Babun?" he shouted, "You
know me? Why do you look like that? All is well,
all is well. I shot the Ar.achchi and Fernando: they
are dead. But all is well. They'll hang me. That's
why I'm here. But I have my feet on the patk
I've acquired merit. The old man was right."